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A humble flower long time I pined 
Upon the solitary plain, 
And trembled at the angry wind, 
And shrunk before the bitter rain. 
And oh! ’twas in a blessed hour 
A passing wanderer chanced to see, 
And, pitying the lonely flower, 


‘To stoop and gather me. F it 
Song of the Violet. id 


The heart has its own memory like the 


mind, IK 
And in it are enshrined (), 
The precious keepsakes, into which is it 
wrought Te 
The giver’s loving thought. _ 
Longfellow. iy 
Our best moments are not glimpses of 
another world. ‘They are liftings of this I 
world into the light of God. i ” 
Phillips Brooks. C\ 
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Once more the Heavenly Power 
Makes all things new, 
And domes the red-plow’d hills 
With loving blue; 
The blackbirds have their wills, 
And throstles too. 
Early Spring. 
And if in thy life on earth, 
In the chamber, or by the hearth, 
*Mid the crowded city’s tide, 
Or high on the lone hillside, 
‘Thou canst cause a thought of peace, 
Or an aching thought to cease, 
Or a gleam of joy to burst 


On a soul in sadness nurst, 


Spare not thy hand, my child! 
Though the gladdened should never know 
‘The wellspring amid the wild, 


Whence the waters of blessing flow. \ 
George MacDonald. 


Friendship, peculiar boon of heaven, 
_ The noble mind’s delight and pride, 
To men and angels only given, | 

To all the lower world denied. 


Samuel Johnson. 


Dine friendship is a plant of slow 


growth, and must undergo and withstand 


the shocks of adversity, before it is en- 
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titled to the appellation. 


Geo. Washington. 


From the meadow your walks have left 
so sweet 
That whenever a March-wind sighs 
He sets the jewel-print of your feet 
In violets blue as your eyes, 
To the woody hollows in which we meet 


And the valleys of Paradise. 
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‘The only way to have a friend is to be one. 


Emerson. 


I send you violets, violets dim and white; 
Fragrance and brilliant hues they 
cannot claim, 
Yet keep they of their scented sisters 
bright 
The semblance and the name. 


Such is the love that lingers sad and pale 
Within the heart, though conquered 
by the will; 
Love that by kiss and smile tells not its 
tale, 
Yet ever love, love still! 


Annie Vivaniti. 


A generous friendship no cold medium 
knows, 

Burns with one love, with one resentment 
glows; 

One should our interests and our passions 


be, 


My friend must hate the man that injures 


VIOLETS, shy violets! 
How many hearts with thee compare, 
Who hide themselves in thickest green, 
And thence unseen 
Ravish the enraptured air 
With sweetness, dewy, fresh and rare ! 


Violets, shy violets ! 
Human hearts to me shall be 
Viewless violets in the grass, 

And as I pass, 

Odour and sweet imagery 


Will wait on mine and gladden me. 
George Meredith. 
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They are here, tho’ scarce the sleet 
Hath ceased to fall o’er dale and hill; 


Wild violets, too, as pure and sweet 


As ever grew by Summer rill. 


With Spring’s own fragrance in their 


breath, 


And Summer’s beauty in their forms, 


And bright as tho’ their verdant leaves 


Had never felt the wintry storms. 


I cherish, too, a grateful thought: 


Our Father might have heard my 


prayer, 


And sent a breeze with sunshine fraught, 


Wafting to earth these blossoms fair. 
H. Stockall. 
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The lark could scarce get out his notes 
for joy, 

But shook his song together as he near’d 

His happy home, the ground. 


The Gardener's Daughter. 


O dewy flowers that open to the sun, 

O dewy flowers that close when day is 
done, 

Blow sweetly. 


Gareth and Lynette. 


These were not born when winds of 
March 
Set free the prisoned year, 
Nor on them fell from heaven’s blue arch 
One balmy April tear. 
No May bird sang their birthday lay; 
Their sister primrose lies 
Asleep beneath the hawthorn spray, 
Till Spring-time bids her rise. 


Autumn Violets. 


When the warm sun that brings 


Seed time and harvest, has returned Po \ 
ft A again, / 1} 
=e *Tis sweet to visit the still wood, where a 
\v ay springs 
{The first flower of the plain. 


An April Day. 


Where’er my footsteps wander 
All the meadows wave with blossoms, 
All the woodlands ring with music, 
All the trees are dark with foliage. 
Hiawatha. 


~ Pluck not the wayside flower! 
It is the traveler’s dower; 

A thousand passers-by 

Its beauties may espy, 
May win a touch of blessing 
From Nature’s mild caressing. 

The sad of heart perceives 

A violet under leaves 
Like some fresh-budding hope. 

Wayside Flowers. 
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Friendship—our friendship—is like the 
beautiful shadows of evening, 


Spreading and glowing till life and its 


lights pass away. 
Michael Vitkovics. 


Deep within a shady dell 
Violets were hiding. 
Take them, now, and let them tell 
Of friendship all abiding. 
So may joys shine forth to-day, 
Shedding fragrance on your way! 
Ellis Walton. 


True happiness 
Consists not in a multitude of friends, 
But in the worth and choice. 


Ben Jonson. 
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The surest bulwark against evil is that 
of friendship. 
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When Time, who steals our years away, 
Shall steal our pleasures too, 

The memory of the past will stay 
And half our joys renew. 


Moore. 


Of all the heavenly gifts that mortal 
men commend, 

What trusty treasure in the world can 

countervail a friend ? 


Grimoald. 


Wishes that to you I| send, 


Wishes from the heart, my friend. 
F. E. Weatherly. 


The thread of our life would be dark, 
Heaven knows! 
If it were not with friendship and love 


intertwined. 


Moore. 


Ah, how good it feels! 
The hand of an old friend. 


Longfellow. 
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SWEET violet, that out of view, 
Through snow, and sleet, and shower, 

Has kept a speck of heavenly blue 

To bless this vernal hour— 


Oh, could we learn thy gentle art, 
When trouble clouds our skies, 
To cherish in our secret heart 
A hope that never dies | 
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The wise man will feel towards his 
friend as he does towards himself, and 
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whatever labour he would encounter with 
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a view to his own pleasure he will en- 
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counter also for the sake of that of his 
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friend. 
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Friendship that possesses the whole 


soul, and there rules and sways with an 


~~ 


absolute sovereignty, can admit of no 


rival. 
Montaigne. 


A day for toil, an hour for sport, 


But for a friend is life too short. 


Emerson. 


Friendship, mysterious cement of the soul, 


Sweetener of life, and solder of society. 


Still the scent of purple violets 
Comes as homely and as sweet 

As when first they made a carpet 
For my happy childish feet. 


These were mine to watch and gather, 
Lie and dream in, as might be; 


For no other seemed to claim them— 


Only heaven, the birds, and me. 


Finer flowers might come and vanish, 
One by one, the seasons through, 
But of ever-faithful violets 


I could always find a few. 


Or if now and then | sought them 
All in vain amid the green, 
There would live a ling’ring perfume 
In the leaves where they had been. 
Ellis Walton. 
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Hat the pearl 
' less whiteness 
Because of 
its birth > 
Hath the violet 
less brightness 
For growing 
near earth P 
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Come, Spring! She comes on waste and 


———— 


wood, 
On farm and field; but enter also here, 
Diffuse thyself at will thro’ all my blood, 
And tho’ thy violet sicken into sere, 


Lodge with me all the year! 
Progress of Spring. 


Now rings the woodland loud and long, 
The distance takes a lovelier hue, 
And drowned in yonder living blue 


The lark becomes a sightless song. 


In Memoriam. 


True friendship between man and 


man is infinite and immortal. 
Plato. 
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The heart whole, pure in faith, once 
written friend, 


In life and death are true, unto the end. 
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| These little flowers, that in the shadow 
grow, 
Half hidden by the green leaves round 
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them springing, 
Although they hold their pretty heads so 
low, 
Are just the flowers my message to 


be bringing. 
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Sweet violets, whose fragrance is the 
first 
In garden and in woodland wild 
awaking, 
Before the birds their new songs have 
rehearsed, 
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i Before the green trees into leaf are 
= breakingo— 

a : 

S: They speak my wish for you—a fragrant 

Hr year, 

s By hope and happy promise sweetly 

Ww scented ; 

, And ever, ever when the skies are drear, 

A The perfume of a heart with life 

/ SZ, contented. 


VA Violets to Greet You. 


Thus, God’s bright sunshine overhead, 
God’s flowers beside your feet, 
The path of life that you must tread 


Can little hold of fear or dread; 
And by such pleasant pathways led, 
May all your life be sweet. 
Helen Waithman. 


The violet loves a sunny bank, 
The cowslip loves the lea, 

The scarlet creeper loves the elm; 
But I love—thee. 
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Judge before friendship, then confide 


It is a sweet thing, friendship, a dear 
balm, 

A happy and auspicious bird of calm... 

Whose coming is as light and music are . 

"Mid dissonance and gloom—a star 

Which moves not ’mid the moving 
heavens alone, 

A smile among dark powers—a gentle 
tone 

Among rude voices, a beloved light, 

A solitude, a refuge, a delight. 

Shelley. 


Friendship is like the sun’s eternal rays; 
Not daily benefits exhaust the flame; 
It still is giving, and still burns the same. 


Gay. 


till death. 
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y Could you have seen the violets 
ke ‘That blossomed in her eyes; 
Vid Could you have kissed that golden hair 
em And drank those holy sighs, 


rox Oh you'd have been her tiring maid 
aps As joyfully as I. 
Ns 


Unknown. 


Be useful where thou livest, that they 
| may, 

NO Both want and wish thy pleasing 
ry presence still; 


vA Kindness, good parts, great places, are 


Ze, the way 
Co To compass this. Find out men’s 


ag] want and will, 
¢4 And meet them there. All worldly joys 
os grow less 


| i indness. 
AN To the one joy of doing kindness 
George Herbert. 


Friendship is that by which the world is 


=, most blessed and receives most good. 
Jeremy Taylor. Y 
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Wuat modest thoughts the violet teaches, 
What gracious boons the violet preaches, 
Bright maiden, ne’er forget ! 
But learn, and love, and so depart, 
And sing thou with thy wiser heart, 
«Long live the violet!”’ 


Sweet memory, wafted by thy gentle gale, 


DEANS Salers SS SUBSE R Ny 
we Ss 4 Rr eo | 
| f Oft up the stream of Time I turn my sail, 


fi f To view the fairy-haunts of long-lost 
hours, 
Blest with far greener shades, far 


fresher flowers. 
Rogers. 7 


The sweetest music ever heard, 
The sweetest perfume ever stirred, 
Cannot compare with this dear word: 


’ 


The simple, sweet “God bless you.’ 
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Of all who offer you friendship 


Let me ever be the first, 


The truest, the nearest, and dearest. 


i 
Longfellow. \ ‘\ \ 
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